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Listers, my cousin Lady Manningham Buller, Quintus
Vivian, who had been my father's major in the 8th
Hussars, Fred Cockerell and his brilliant wife, Lady
Dillon, a connexion, Sir John and Lady Harington,
Lady Normanby and her sister Lady Harrington, and
especially Sir Edward and Lady Bering.

Through them I soon made many other friends, and
looking back I cannot but marvel at the full and constant
measure of kindness which they and many others ac-
corded to a lonely boy, for I was little more, stranded
in England.

Shortly after my arrival in England I began
attending the classes of the Rev. John Surridge, of
Berners Street, who shared with Mr. Wren the first
place in the world of crammers. I soon realized that
the education received on the Continent, although in
many respects superior to that bestowed by English
public schools, was detrimental rather than advantage-
ous as a training for competitive examinations in this
country. I had to sit me down and begin all over
again; for that is what it came to.

My days at Surridge's were not happy days.

Most of his pupils had been to Eton or Harrow, and
many had taken their degrees at the best Oxford or
Cambridge colleges. As I had not had these advan-
tages, and as I spoke French and Italian quite as well
as English, they considered me "a damned foreigner "
and my Italian-bred courtesy "damned monkey tricks."

The first day I entered the classroom I bowed respect-
fully to my tutor and a little ceremoniously to the
assembled pupils. I was ignored by the first and at